* You brought it in,' he reminded her sullenly.

Yet, unaccountably, he could be different. Some of his moods were
as lovely as an unexpected birthday present would be to an orphan.
There were times when he was quiet, courteous, considerate, and sat,
watching her, his own hands busy over some pedestrian chore. He
would dust, sweep, wash up, and then surprise and please her by a
sudden recital of some classic poetry. He read it well, and Frossia
listened enraptured.

Paulina Pavlovna opened her eyes and listened. She had neither
watch nor clock in her cubicle, and she could only tell the time by
sounds from her brother's studio. Now everything was still. 'Asleep
... It is not seven yet,* she murmured, folded her thin blue-veined
hands, and began her prayers.

Paulina Pavlovna considered herself a mature initiate in most
mysteries; the orange-gowned vagabond at Ochta had often assured her
of that, but anyone seeing her on the narrow bed, in a tidily patched
nightgown, her mousy hair tumbled about the pillow, her eyes closed,
and her mouth slightly expectant, anyone seeing her so still, confident,
and defenceless, would have known her for the child she was. To
Paulina Pavlovna her very adventures into the occult were so many
brightly coloured toys. She delighted in them, she spent her best hours
among them, and they offered her a serenity she might not seek else-
where.

Her lips were moving almost inaudibly. Sometimes she forgot
caution, and Pavel Pavlovich would poke his enormous head through
the improvised partition, and stare at her until she broke off in con-
fusion, provoking him to a sally: The light vanished again? Well, I
had better withdraw my sinful shadow. But you ought to hurry, little
heart, otherwise the sinner might eat the saint's breakfast/ and on such
mornings Paulina Pavlovna felt thwarted and dwarfed, and got up to
face a slow and leaden day.

But now she had woken early, and could afford a meditation on
truths as she saw them reflected in the mind of the Ochta giant. In the
studio Paulina Pavlovna must not mention his name too often. Pavel
Pavlovich must not be unduly annoyed, it was bad for his heart, she
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